Il8        EXPLORATION  AND   DEFINITIONS

there is indeed little merit in passive obedience to a literal
code. "Virtue" means "power to save," not mere submissive-
ness. There is little doubt that more "virtue" lived in the grop-
ing and stumbling Shelley than in those friends of the Regent
who managed to escape scandal ; which does not mean that
every blameless elder is at heart a rake, nor that every drunken
bohemian has the soul of a Shelley.

It may be true, therefore, that the conformists are not
invariably the good 5 "virtue," etymology tells us, is not meek-
ness, but force, vigor, energy. Yet these qualities do not accu-
rately translate themselves into literary value. If by "the good
man" we mean "the strong man," he is not invariably the good
writer. The man of energy, physically brave, mentally daring,
the explorer, the pioneer, the promoter, the advocate of the
strenuous life, the demagogue in the literal and favorable
sense, that is to say the leader of a people, all, with their
sharply defined, tautly knit, dynamic, colorful personalities,
count for less in literature than the retiring spinsters Jane
Austen, the Brontes, Emily Dickinson.

Is the literary test, "Style is the very man," proved wrong?
Perhaps that test is more accurate in appraising personality
than the enormous clanking machines of business, politics or
warfare. There is surprisingly little "virtue" in bluster, and
the lesson of the "still small voice" should be constantly in
our minds. Napoleon had an admirable gift of eloquence; he
was a master of the classical tradition, and transcended it} he
could use daring contrasts with romantic effectiveness; he could
achieve imperial brevity. Repeated efforts have been made to
give him a prominent place in literature j somehow they in-
variably fail. Napoleon does not rank among the great writers,
even of his own time. Strange irony: his own works are by no
means the most popular in the immense field of Napoleonic
lore. 1$ it not because the literary test reveals, behind his
energy, his power, his splendor, a personality which was not
genuinely great? Was not Napoleon, like his modern imitators,
only vulgarity on an epic scale?